| Suppose | Like Privacy 


Tn the heart of 
the Swamplands, 
where the air 
hung thick with 
moisture and the 
cries of unseen 
creatures echoed 
through the fod, 
there stood a 
sandstone cave, 
hidden among the 
twisted trees and 
murky waters. I+ 
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He journeyed away from his tribes stamping grounds, into the 
Swamplands, seeking solace among the rotting vegetation, surrounded lay 
flickering, distorted shadows and silence. He wandered aimlessly, sloshing 


through the foul mud, his heart heavy with despair, until he stumbled 
upon the sandstone cave. I+ was a small, unassuming place, but to arul, 
It Was a sanctuary, 


Luside, he found a patch of smootn rock, untouched by the elements, and 
with his only possession, a knife he had secretly cratted, he began to 
carve his thoughts into t+. The words came slowly, each one a painful 
confession, alluding to his deepest fears and insecurities, 


"| SUPPOSE I LIKE PRIVACY," 


he wrote, his hand trembling, 


"T SUPPOSE I EXPECT PEOPLE TO MOCK ME 


ABOUT EVERYTHING." 


He thought for a while. 
"IT SUPPOSE PEOPLE 
DO," he added, 


He sat and stared at 
the floor. "What now?", 
he thought to himself. 
He shifted his gaze back 
+o his confessional. 


"| AM NOT STRONG LIKE OTHER 
PEOPLE. 


THEY CAN DO THINGS. 


AS FOR ME, 


WELL, 


1AM & COWARD AND & FAILURE" 


he carved, the shame welling up in his 
eyes and trickling down his face. 


He did vot bother to wipe the tears 
away. They fell into the mud of the cave 


floor and were sulssumed into nature. 


Qrul felt a strange sense of empty 
contentment. He had spoken his truth, Aaya wo 
etched it into the stone for anyone who GEM ROKK 
might come after him, te 


Noone would come. 


He knew the finality of his aloneness., 


He faced his fears aud, in his own way, 
conquered them. 


For the first time, he allowed himself to acknowledge the bitter pain he 
had carried for so long. As the silent days stretched out in the little 
sandstone sanctuary, he found some measure of awareness and acceptawce, 
but his body, weakened by inner torment aud his lack of sustenauce in the 
putrid swamp, beaan to fail him. 
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The cave remained silent, entombing Grul’s solitary struggle. 
The act of carving his words had not brought relief. 
Tustead, the weight of his confessions seemed to press 
down on him even harder, the reality of his existence 

more unbearable than ever. 

The cave's silence felt 

oppressive, the shadows like the mocking faces of his tribe. 


Qrul knew his end was near. One cold, dank evening, as the soul 
curdling cry of a condor reverberated through the clammy 
twilight, he curled up in a corner of the cave, his back against 
the cool stone. He closed his eyes, slowly and deliberately, 
inhaling deeply and smoothly. His mind wandered to the dreams 
he had owce held for his life: of a world where he was accepted, 
where he could ve himself without fear of ridicule... 


But these desperate dreams now seemed as distant as the 
stars. He was alone, defeated by the very thoughts that had 
driven him to this place. The last light of hope flickered and 
died within him, leaving only a hollow emptiness. 


Lu his final moments, Grul did not find peace or contentment, 


His last breath was a sigh of resignation, a final acknowledament of 
the pain that had defined his life. 


The cave remained silent, a sad little monument of Grul's solitary 
struggle. And there, in the heart of the Swamplands, his clumsily 
carved words stood as a stark reminder of the unyielding weight of 
despair. 


Grul's body lay still in the cave, the shadows slowly creeping over him as the 
day turned to night. 


The words he had carved a sileut cry in the darkness. 


Aud in the Swamplands, where few dared to venture, the story of the lonely 
Orc wio could not escape his torment was whispered among the winds, a 
tragic tale of a soul lost to the shadows, 


derision and scorn. This lack of a supportive environment 
made it difficult for him to build confidence or believe in 
his own value. 


Repeatedly hearing that he was weak, cowardly, or 
different led Grul to internalize these judgments. He began 
to see himself through the eyes of his tormentors, 
believing that their cruel words were an accurate 
reflection of his true self. 


Grul’s interests and temperament set him apart from his 
tribe, making him feel isolated even when surrounded by 
others. The jeering only intensified this sense of 
loneliness, as it reinforced the idea that he did not belong 
and could never be truly accepted. 


The fear of continued mockery made Grul hesitant to 
pursue his own dreams or to stand up for himself. He was 
afraid of failing again and providing more fuel for his 
tormentors’ cruelty, leading him to retreat further into 
himself. 


Constantly facing negativity and ridicule is emotionally 
exhausting. Grul’s flight into the Swamplands was a 
desperate attempt to escape the overwhelming weight of 
his emotions. However, without a change in his internal 
narrative or external support, the solitude only deepened 
his despair. 


Grul was not unique. 


inthe depths of the 
Naa) Whispering Forest, 


where the trees 
stretched high into the 
misty skies and the air 
shimmered with the 
sort glow of 

| bioluminescent plants, 
lived a Night Elf named 
Jarc. Jarc was unlike 
her kin, her spirit more 
inclined towards 


=| contemplation and 


| creativity rather than 
the revered arts of war 
and magic that defined 
her people. 


Jarc had long 
struggled to fit into the 
| rigid expectations of 
her community, but she 


Wi) could not. Her 


experience of being 
different caused a 
great empathy for the 
disaftected to well up 
in her innermost being. 
She thought she had 
gained a great insight 
that was meant to lead 
her to her Purpose 


Fora time, Jarc tried to ignore the jeers and criticism, focusing on her vision. But 
the weight of constant rejection began to wear her down. She felt every 
disapproving glance, heard every mocking word, and it cut deep into her soul. 
Internally she began to haemorrhage confidence, commitment and compassion. 
Her zest for life seeped slowly away into the void. The community she had hoped 
to build crumbled before it could truly take shape, and a hollow sense of failure 
engulted her. 


She poured her heart into building a haven where misfits like her 
could find solace and acceptance. Despite her noble intentions, 
her efforts were met with disdain and suspicion by those who 
knew her. The elders saw her as a dreamer, a fool who dared to 
defy tradition. Her peers, echoing the sentiments of their leaders, 
ostracized her, whispering cruel words behind her back. She was 
not part of the majority and so the majority rejected her. 


Feeling increasingly isolated and inadequate, Jarc withdrew trom her people, 
retreating into the forest. The once vibrant woods now felt oppressive, the silence 
amplitying her misery. The weeds accusing her of slovenliness. The flowers 
giggling behind her back. The vines sighing derisively as they swayed in the gentle 
breeze. She wandered aimlessly, her heart heavy with a despair that solidified 


with each passing day. The loneliness was a crushing weight, and the sickening 
realization that she was entrenching her own Isolation only deepened her sorrow. 


One misty morning, as she plodded on through the dense undergrowth, Jarc 
stumbled upon an old, weathered path she had never seen before. Drawn by an 
inexplicable urge, an unrecognized sense of interest, she followed it, her feet 
moving with a sense of purpose she had long forgotten. The path led her deeper 
into the forest. Jarc trudged through the dense gnarled trees as tangled 


underbrush clutched at her with every step. 
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Without warning she reached the edge of the Swamplands. Disconcerted and 
disoriented she paused and looked back at the forest she had left behind, a 
labyrinth of memories filled with jeers and unfulfilled dreams. Turning her gaze 


forward, she eyed 
the Swamplands 
suspiciously as 
they stretched out 
before her, an 
expanse of murky 
waters and 
twisted vegetation 
cloaked in rank, 
opaque mist. It 
was a desolate 
place, its 
loneliness 
palpable, but it 
held a strange 
appeal. Here, in 
the swamp's 
solitude, there 
were no eyes to 
judge her, no 
voices to mock her 
failures. The 
hopelessness was 
profound, but it 
was her own, free 
from the salt 
others would rub 


into her wounds. 


She stepped off 
dry land into the 
putrescent bog, 

striding - 
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compelled by the sun - into the heart of the Swamplands. Directionless, unguided, 


uncaring Jarc found the sandstone cave. 


She hesitated at the entrance, feeling a strange mix of trepidation, curiosity and 
exhaustion. The air inside was cool and still, the cave illuminated by faint shafts of 


light filtering through the thick grasses clogging the entrance. 


As her eyes adjusted to the dimness, she noticed the bleak skeleton lying beneath 
a patch of carving on the wall. Crouching low to avoid hitting her head on the 


jagged ceiling Jarc crawled forward to read the words etched into it. 


"| SUPPOSE I LIKE PRIVACY. 


I SUPPOSE I EXPECT PEOPLE TO MOCK ME ABOUT EVERYTHING. 


| SUPPOSE PEOPLE DO. 


I] AM NOT STRONG LIKE OTHER PEOPLE. 


THEY CAN DO THINGS. 


AS FOR ME, WELL, 1 AM A COWARD AND &A FAILURE." 


There was an ochre handprint on the rock next to the little patch of runes. Was ita 
signature? Was is a desperate attempt by this solitary, dying creature to mark the 
passage of its lite? Was it a dirty handprint on a clean wall? 


Jarc's heart ached as she read the words, each line resonating with her own 
feelings of inadequacy and despair. She could almost see the Orc who had carved 
them, a kindred spirit who had faced the same rejection and loneliness that now 
consumed her. She knelt before the stone, tracing the letters with her fingertips, 
her tears falling silently onto the same ground where his had fallen before his 
corpse rotted; but she did not know. 


Time passed. 


Ina corner of the cave, Jarc found Grul's knife, discarded and rusted. It was a 
finely made weapon, unlike the crude blades typically wielded by Orcs. The knife's 
craitsmanship was evident despite the layers of neglect and corrosion. Jarc took it 
in her hands, teeling the weight of its history, and began the painstaking process 


of cleaning and sharpening the blade. 
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Occasionally it happens that visions need rebuilding and rebirthing. Sitting within 
the hollow rock, with the sounds of water dripping trom the stalactites, providing 
a soft accompaniment to dismal soundtrack playing in her mind, the Night Elf 


from the forest developed a deep, spiritual 


connection to the unknown Grul, the Orc 


soul who had known the 
that, like him, she had 
others to define her worth. But 


from the Badlands, a 
pain she did. She realized 


allowed the cruelty of 
unlike Grul, she still had a chance to change her 


path. She decided that the cave, with its silent witness of Grul's final moments, 


would become a turning point for her. She would use this discovery to fuel her new 


resolve. 


Determined not to let her life end in the same way, Jarc resolved to find strength 
within herself, She would respect Grul's memory by continuing to fight for her 
vision, to build a place where those like her and Grul could find acceptance and 
peace. It would not be easy, and the shadows of doubt would always be there, but 


she would not let them consume her. 
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Jarc left the cave, proudly carrying Grul’s story 
with her. Casting her mind backwards through 
time to the path back through the Whispering 
Forest, she realised that it seemed less daunting 
now. She could do this. She help her head high 
and started home, each step a promise to 
herself and to the memory of the lonely Orc. She 
would not give up. She would rebuild, not just 
for herself but for all those who had ever felt the 


sting of rejection and the weight of isolation. 


= ee AS Jarc strode resolutely away from the 


sandstone cave, the weight of Grul's words 
pressed heavily on her heart. She had spent 


| hours with the carved confession, reading it over 


and over, each line resonating deeply with her 
own feelings of inadequacy and loneliness. 


Tears tlowed treely as she mourned for the Orc she had never met, feeling an 


unspoken bond with him. As the last light of day began to fade, an unlikely idea 


formed in her mind, a way to honour Grul and tind the strength she needed to 


continue her journey. 


She stopped. 


She must return to him. She could not leave him. A rabbit broke cover in the reeds. 
Unthinking she sent the Orc's knife spinning through the air. It connected with a 
dull thud and the dead creature twitched in the dying sunlight. A sacritice to the 
gods od the swamp. And dinner. The forest needs wait. Something more must be 
done... 


She returned to the damp miserable tomb, where she ate and mourned and slept. 


The cold tendrils of dawn found a determined, Jarc setting to work to transform 
her reality. She carefully collected the remnants of Grul's bones, handling them 
with reverence. Each piece was a fragment of his fragile song, evidence of his 


silent suffering. 


She began to fashion armour from the bones. It was not the brutish, heavy bone 
armour typical of Orcs but something entirely different—clean, sharp, and 


beautiful in its own way. 


The finely carved bones, once symbols of Grul's abandonment and despair, were 
transtormed into a gleaming garment of resilience. Jarc cratted intricate patterns 
into the bone, drawing trom the ancient runes she had studied, infusing the 
armour with her own artistry and passion. As she worked, she felt a sense of hope 
returning to her, a desire to carry both her story and Grul's forward. 


Jarc imagined Grul cratting the knife with the same care and precision she now 
employed. It was a beautiful, though rudimentary weapon, made with skill and 
care but rejected and forgotten by those who couldn't perceive its value. In his 
world people killed with massive, crushing, mallets, a silly metal knife was 
unworthy and embarrassing. Just like her. She started to love it. 


The blade gleamed once more under her elfin touch, its sharp edge a symbol of 
defiance against the judgment and scorn they had both faced. 


She strung the pauldrons to the breastplate with rabbit sinew. Dressed in the 
delicate ceremonial bone armour she had fashioned and with Grul's knife 
gleaming at her side, Jarc felt a new sense of resolve. She stood at the entrance of 
the cave, looking out at the Swamplands with a renewed spirit. She knew the path 
ahead would not be easy, but she was no longer alone in her struggle. Grul's pain, 
etched into the bark and now embodied in her armour and weapon, gave her the 
strength to face whatever lay ahead. 


Jarc took a deep breath, and another, and began her journey back through the 


Whispering Forest. Each step was a promise to herself and to Grul's memory—a 
promise to continue fighting for a place where the liminal ones could find 
acceptance and peace. She would rebuild her community, not just for herself, but 


for all those who had ever felt the sting of rejection and the weight of isolation. 


Fora time, it seemed as though her dream was coming to life. Jarc tried to bring 
everyone in, to get to know them and understand their struggles. She offered 
support and received it in return, and the community began to grow. Yet, as the 
days turned into weeks and months, Jarc started to notice a troubling pattern. 


The people who had gathered around her were not united by a common vision 
but by their individual desires to create their own places of safety. They had their 
own lives, their own agendas, and while they appreciated Jarc’s efforts, they 
remained distant, each focused on their own needs and goals. Despite her best 
efforts, Jarc found herself on the outside once again, an observer of a community 


she had helped build but could never truly be a part of 


Feeling more isolated than ever, she turned to the oracles and shamans for 


guidance. 


Jarc's heart ached with the realization that the unity she had hoped for was an 
illusion. The bonds she thought she had formed were tenuous, fragile, and 
ultimately self-serving. Each person was consumed by their own tragedies and 


struggles, leaving little room for genuine connection or mutual support. 


In her deepest moment of despair, Jarc found herself drawn back to the 
sandstone cave in the Swamplands. The place where Grul had etched his final, 
lonely confession. She entered the cave, the memories of her first visit flooding 
back as she stood before the bark that bore his words. Taking up the same shard 
of stone, she carved her own thoughts beside Grul's: 


"Nobody has any sympathy for anyone else's petty bullshit 


Nobody cares 

Everyone has their own tragedy 
That consumes them wholly 
Paralyzing them with grief 
And regret 

Causing them to flounder 
And flap around 

Being no one 

Going nowhere 

Resisting 

Flailing 

Withdrawing 

Falling back into sin 

Missing the mark 

Picking themselves up 


Trying again 


Their lives are very hard 


They have no time 


for more problems 


Succeed or fail 


It's on me" 


As the tinal words took shape in the stone, Jarc felt a biting sense of clarity. She 
understood now that every individual carried their own burdens, their own griefs 
and regrets that leit them struggling to simply survive. In this harsh reality, there 
was little room for collective empathy or shared dreams. Idealism cannot survive. 


Jarc stepped back and read the poem again, the weight of her own words settling 
heavily upon her. She had tried to build something beautiful, something 
meaningtul, but in the end, it was just another illusion, another disappointment. 
The realization was crushing, but it also brought a stark, cold acceptance. 


She sat down in the cave, leaning against the wall, her armour clinking softly. Jarc 
closed her eyes, feeling the solitude wrap around her like a shroud. Grul's spirit 
seemed to be with her, a silent witness to her grief. She would stay here for a 
while, gather her strength, and decide what to do next. Silently Ah Pook kept vigil 
for their souls. The end is the beginning. 


In the quiet of the sandstone cave, Jarc found a sudden acceptance. Her journey 
was not over, and her spirit, though battered, was not broken. She would rise 


again, just as she had always done, and find a new path. Somehow. For now, she 


would let everything go and let the cave hold her sorrow, just as it had held Gruls. 


